But you and I are both
Inglorious in sloth.
Unless our ranging youth
Redeem our story.

For not preserved by fear

We fell on quiet here,

Our friends all dead and dear,

A brave blithe army*
You have your grassy spring
And  cloudy barred wing;
And I old dreams that sing,

And memories stormy.

So that the egg be laid
For feathers unafraid,
What matter where is made,

When strong winds tire,
The nest, if we can spend
Our age in peace, my friend?
After the journey's end

The village spire!